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I never was so hard put to it as in Church this morning to resist
untimely and inextinguishable laughter. It was almost irresistible.
The sun was beating fiercely through the southern windows upon
the heads and books of the devout Hodgson party in the Cabalva
seat. Mrs. Chinnock tried to draw down the blind, but the blind
was broken and would not draw or be drawn. Mrs. Venables then
signed to the clerk to come and pull the blind down. The little man
came and pulled and pulled till at last with a more violent tug
smash went the wooden bar with a loud report and hung in ruins
in the air with a broken back. I knew the crash was coming when
I saw the clerk pulling, and when it came it was almost too much.
I was nearly choked. There came into my mind suddenly my
Father's old story of the clergyman waiting for die hymn before the
sermon to be finished and meanwhile looking through the church
window and seeing an old woman pulling up a stubborn carrot.
At last up came the carrot all at once, over went the old woman on
her back head over heels. 1 thought so!' exclaimed the delighted
clergyman aloud, to the astonishment of the expectant congregation
who had finished the hymn and were waiting for him to begin the
prayer.
Easter Monday, 1872
Crichton said when he lived at Boughrood Castle with his uncle
Mr. Clutterbuck, old Boughrood Church was a most miserable
place. The choir sat upon the altar and played a drum.
Friday, 5 April
I dined at the Vicarage at 6.30 and went with the Venables to the
ball at Clifford Priory at 8. There were 52 people at the party.
Daisy promised to dance the 5th dance — a quadrille — with me
and gave me her card and pencil to write her name. Morrell and
Miss Child were vis-a-vis to us, but I am afraid we did them out of
their fair share of dancing, for Daisy and I were soon absorbed in
conversation and each other — I at all events was absorbed in her —
and became quite oblivious of the figure and the whole thing.
'You never come to Clyro,* I said, 'and it is such a pretty place/
'Talking of flowers,' I said, 'do you remember once last September
giving me some flowers out of your own garden?* 'Yes/ she said
blushing prettily, and looking down. *I have those flowers now/ I
said, 'I have kept them carefully ever since, and I prize them more

